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Many disagreed with him, but on the whole just as
many respected the young enthusiast. Nevertheless, such
scolding of the critics effected little beyond alienating the
interests of valuable journals which he was years in win-
ning back. His impulsive resentment broke out in this
manner only one other time, in the late spring of 1898,
Thereafter he held his peace, but his growth with the
public and with the abler critics was such that his dignity
could not afford nor did the inconsiderable effect warrant
any notice of the dissenters. It will be seen later with
what imperturbability he was able to consider an isolated
but persistent attack made in San Francisco on his last
visit to that city.

In the same paper quoted above, he published one of
the articles of his artistic credo:

The stage is for Poetry! It is not for merchants and
mechanics and penny-a-liners. It is for Poetry! I could
stand upon this summit and cry out that this-is a stupid
business day, from the rising of the sun to the setting of it;
that young men in short hose talk money, that middle-
aged and old, and girls and women [talk it], and that we are
dying of it and suffocating, that books are full of it, and
that the air is laden with it, and that we go about with
itching palms and hooked fingers; that all the world would
be better for Poetry; that the heart would beat more gently,
and the mind be more sweetly oiled, and the soul soar
higher for the contemplation of Poetry.

And that is what the stage is for. Neither for rot, nor
for drivel, nor for filth, nor for tanks of water, nor for
ancient dames in tights, nor for cheap sentiment, nor for
catchpennies, but for Poetry. And not incomprehen-
sible either, for the "Morte d'Arthur" and all the "Tales
of the Round Table" are Poetry, and "Hiawatha" and a
thousand Indian legends there are that are Poetry; and
so is "Lucile" of poor dead Meredith; all are the thingsenough not to bear rancour
